BOOK I. CHAJP. XIII,	39
" I beg your pardon, sir/' said she, "but it seems very strange
to me that you ask my name and age; seeing you know very well
what my name is, and that I am just of the age of your oldest
son. What you do want to know of me, and need to know, I will
tell freely without circumlocution:—Since my father's second mar-
riage, my situation in* his house has not been of the most enviable
sort. Oftener than once I have had it in my power to make a suit-
able marriage, had not my stepmother, dreading the expense of
my portion, taken care to thwart all such proposals. At length I
grew acquainted with the young Melina; I felt constrained to love
him; and as both of us foresaw the obstacles that stood in the way
of our regular union, we determined to go forth together, and seek
in the wide world the happiness which was denied us at home.
I took nothing with me that was not my own; we did not run
away like thieves and robbers, and my lover does not merit to be
hauled about in this way with chains and handcuffs. The Prince
is just, and will not sanction such severity. If we are liable to
punishment, it is not punishment of this kind."
The old Amtmann hereupon fell into double and treble confu-
sion. Sounds of the most gracious eulogies were already humming
through his brain; and the girl's voluble speech had entirely con-
founded the plan of his protocol. The mischief increased, when
to repeated official questions she refused giving any answer, but
constantly referred to what she had already said.
" I am no criminal," she said. " They have brought me hither
on bundles of straw to put me to shame; but there is a higher
court that will bring us back to honour."
The Actuarius, in the mean time, had kept writing down her
words: he whispered the Amtmann, "just to go on; a formal
protocol might be made out by and by."
The senior then again took heart; and began, with his heavy
words, in dry prescribed formulas, to seek information about the
sweet secrets of love.
The red mounted into "Wilhelm's cheeks, and those of the
pretty criminal likewise glowed with the charming tinge of mo-
desty. She was silent, she stammered, till at last her embarrass-
ment itself seemed to exalt her courage.
" Be assured," she cried, "that I should have strength enough
to confess the truth, though it made against myself: and shall I
now hesitate and stammer, when it does me honour ? Yes, from
the moment when I first felt certain of his love and faith, I looked

